Gustawe Flaubert Letters

is something very mysterious in one respect: namely that one
can not judge of one's effect beforehand, and that the shrewd-
est are mistaken ten times out of fifteen. You say yourself
that you have been mistaken. I am at work now on a play;
it is not possible to know if I am mistaken or not. And when
shall I know? The day after the first performance, if I have
it performed, which is not certain. There is no fun in any-
thing except work that has not been read to any one. All
the rest is drudgery and professional business, a horrible thing.
So make fun of all this gossip; the guiltiest ones are those
who report it to you. I think it is very odd that they say
so much against you to your friends. No one indeed ever
says anything to me: they know that I would not allow it.
Be valiant and content since Saint-Antoine is doing well and
selling better. What difference does it make if they cut you
up in this or that paper? In former times it meant something;
in these days, nothing. The public is not the public of other
days, and journalism has not the least literary influence.
Every one is a critic and forms his own opinions. They never
write articles about my novels. That doesn't make any differ-
ence to me.

I embrace you and we love you.

Your old troubadour.

CCLXXVI.   To GEORGE SAND

Friday evening, 1st May, 1874

Things are progressing, dear master, insults are accumu-
lating! It is a concerto, a symphony in which each one is
intent on his own instrument. I have been cut up beginning
with le Figaro up to la Rewe des Deux Mondes, including
la Gazette de France and le Constitutionnel. And tJiey have
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